FATHERS AND CHILDREN
breast, one eye opened, and it seemed as though
at the sight of the priest in his vestments, the
smoking censers, the light before the image,
something like a shudder of horror passed over
the death-stricken face. When at last he had
breathed his last, and there arose a universal
lamentation in the house, Vassily Ivanovitch was
seized by a sudden frenzy. ' I said I should
rebel,' he shrieked hoarsely, with his face in-
flamed and distorted, shaking his fist in the air,
as though threatening some one; 'and I rebel,
I rebel!' But Arina Vlasyevna, all in tears,
hung upon his neck, and both fell on their faces
together. l Side by side/ Anfisushka related
afterwards in the servants' room, 'they drooped
their poor heads like lambs at noonday . . .'
But the heat of noonday passes, and evening
comes and night, and then, too, the return to the
kindly refuge, where sleep is sweet for the weary
and heavy laden,...